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EDITOR'S  NOTE 

As  editor,  I  know  that  Quad  received 
more  quality  work  this  semester  than  it  has  in 
the  past  two  years.  Our  staff  chose  only  a  few 
from  hundreds  of  submissions  for  this  issue 
because  there  simply  is  not  enough  room  for 
more  in  a  48-page  magazine.  Although  we 
hate  to  omit  so  many  fine  submissions,  we  are 
thrilled  at  the  increased  interest  from  the 
students.  Quad  grows  each  issue  with  diverse 
works  of  art  and  literature. 

Not  only  has  the  magazine  grown,  but 
Quad  staff  has  also  doubled.  I  thank  every 
member  for  their  dedication  and  willingness 
to  struggle  through  any  situation.  I  appreciate 
all  the  laughs  and  support  I  desperately 
needed.  Thank  you,  Dr.  Sprayberry,  for  your 
much-sought  advice.  I  also  thank  the  other 
faculty  members  who  encouraged  their 
students  to  submit  to  the  Quad.  And  thanks 
to  the  Student  Government  Association  for 
letting  our  budget  grow  with  us. 

My  greatest  appreciation  goes  to  the 
students  who  make  this  magazine  a  reality 
with  their  innovative  art  and  writing. 


J.Y. 
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grammar,  and  clarity. 
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in  this  issue  reserve  all  rights  to  their 
works.  Views  represented  in  Quad  are 
of  the  writers  and  artists  and  do  not 
necessarily  represent  the  views  of  the 
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here  i  go 


this  quiet  nighttime  room 
like  an  aquarium 
the  smooth  white  page 
smelling  of  blonde  and  vanilla 
the  smooth  flow  of  my  lazy  green  pen 

my  muted  thoughts 
sinking  into  deep  bluegreen  water 
and  you  close  beside  me 
dreaming  of  your  homeland 
for  we  all  dream  of  our  homelands 

as  we  sleep 
i  am  just  at  this  moment  getting  used  to 
the  hot  sand 
its  butter-coloured  curves  and  hollows 
on  the  outside,  its  blood-warm 
inward  beat, 
i  am  just  at  this  moment 
swimming  slowly  toward  the  light 
that  flickers  like  a  sleepy  eye 
at  the  farthest  side, 
are  you  there  my  only  love 
motionless  and  silent 
in  the  pressing  light 
are  you  terraqueous 
and  open  to  my  arms 
to  fold  me  in  your  earth  and  water, 
i  hold  my  breath  and  dive 
beneath  the  deepest  wave 
here  i  go 

Kim  Witcher 
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Timelessness,  Jennifer  Small 
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Opening  Places 

i. 

"why  don't  you  look  at  me  when  you're  speaking?" 
your  cruelty  stuns  me. 

I  was  lying  on  the  bed  with  my  head  in  my  hands 

when  you  asked, 
sometimes  in  the  cool  shift  of  an  afternoon, 

I  move,  feline,  you  say,  into  your  bedroom 

taking  over  its  various  parts 

which  you  call  private, 
your  open  spaces  contain  anything  but 

neutral  territory: 
I  tumbled  out  of  your  sheets  yesterday 

to  find  myself  in  a  vacant  lot 

II. 

"I've  been  conversation  mining  for  a  year  now." 

my  silences  killed  him. 

we  stood,  eyes  averted,  in  the  bird  observatory 

when  he  spoke, 
always  in  the  heat  of  a  clover  field  or  by  the  stream 

where  we  made  love,  he  turned  my  face 

to  his  and  asked  for  the  emotions 

which  I  call  private, 
his  closed  doors  asked  incessantly 

for  my  invasion: 
but  I  drove  miles  to  see  him  only 

to  find  myself  on  a  dead  end. 

Koethi  Farina 
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Untitled 


behind  coffee  cups  raised  to  chin-level, 

through  sunny  kitchen  light, 

by  yellow-rosed  wallpaper, 

eyes  meet  across  a  table 

with  recognition  and  shame. 

suburban  women  know 

their  hardened  voices  come  from  disillusion: 

the  men  they've  martyred  in  their  minds 

were  only  looking  for  clean  underwear, 

shining  silverware,  and  pressed  dress  shirts. 

each  mind  swells  like  a  belly, 

pregnant  with  anger— 

they  are  carving  open  their  own  heads 

to  deliver  the  concept 

"a  woman  needs  a  husband" 

then  they  begin  the  dishes. 

their  hands,  blue-veined  and  swollen, 
knot  with  intensity- 
eyes  fall  to  the  floor- 
listening  for  the  obscure  stir  of  homecoming, 
women  scurry  into  action 
and  lift  their  heads 
to  receive  simple  kisses.  .  . 

Koethi  Farina 
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Blankets 


I  sit  on  a  hillside 

Overlooking  a  lake. 

The  gurgling  of  an  unseen  stream 

Calls  my  mind  to  wake. 

The  bright  orange  sun 
With  cinnamon  hair 
Warms  my  nose, 
My  throat, 
My  face. 

Its  golden  fingers  reach  out 
And  rub  my  temples, 
Knead  my  shoulders, 
Massage  my  neck. 

I  can  smell  the  pine 

Burning  in  someone's  fireplace 

Nearby. 

Its  fragrance  swirls  through  my  nostrils 

And  cascades  through  my  nose. 

Above  me, 

The  trees  are  sewing  their  own  design-- 

A  patchwork  quilt 

Like  Grandmother  has  on  all  her  beds. 

A  quilt  of  russets, 

Golds, 

Reds, 

Yellows, 

Browns, 

Oranges, 

Warm  colors 

To  keep  away  the  cold. 


Acorns  and  hickory  nuts 

Lie  all  around, 

Mixed  with  crabapples 

And  persimmons, 

And,  of  course, 

The  squirrels  are  darting  around. 

The  wind  blows  against  my  face, 
Chills  my  ears  and  my  nose. 
The  crimson  sun  will  soon  set, 
So  I  know  I  must  go. 
One  last  look  at  the  sunset, 
As  I  rise  to  my  feet. 

The  sun's  blanket— 
A  patchwork  of  clouds, 
Maize,  cinnamon,  scarlet,  and  purple- 
Unfolds, 

And  tucks  the  sun  to  bed 
behind  the  shadowed  hills. 


Judd  Harbin 
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Moment  of  Joy,  Stephen  Hanson 
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White  Teeth  Flashing 

by  Traci  Parnell 


As  I  stood  there,  waiting  in  the  rain  on  the 
6:15, 1  felt  his  presence  and  upon  turning  found 
myself  the  unwilling  recipient  of  his  smile.  As  I 
remember,  his  was  a  dangerous  smile—lips,  a  little 
too  thick,  teeth,  too  sharp,  too  white.  When  he 
spoke,  his  voice  was  rich;  scratched  like  the  rustling 
of  velvet  skirts.  "I  think,"  he  said,  "You  and  I,  we 
will  be  lovers."  The  shock  value  of  the  statement,  to 
my  way  of  thinking  then,  was  not  unlike  being  shot 
suddenly  by  a  stranger  with  no  motive.   I  was  afraid 
and  briskly  walked  away,  preferring  the  danger  of 
the  streets  to  the  train  and  that  person. 

Looking  back,  I  shouldn't  have  been  shocked 
by  Landon's  statement.  He  was  only  stating  things 
as  he  foresaw  them  to  be,  and  he  was  correct.  In 
truth  he  had  never  needed  to  be  tactful  about 
anything.  He  was  the  demi-god  of  his  circle  of 
nomadic  club  dwellers.  They  were  quite  an  attractive 
lot,  golden  of  skin  and  aspect;  continually  following 
the  ebbing  flow  of  singles  through  our  large  city  and 
littering  the  path  they  left  with  anonymous  tokens  of 
their  lifestyle.  These  things  I  know  because  Landon 
and  I  became  lovers,  and  perhaps  we  even  cared  for 
one  another,  as  much  as  our  kind  can. 

We  met  in  the  autumn.   I  was  reading  as  I 
did  on  most  slow  nights.  In  the  rain,  people  don't 
usually  brave  the  weather  for  library  books  and  the 
ones  that  do  are  always  boring.  But  something  was 
different  in  the  air  that  night  and  when  the  double 
glass  doors  in  the  front  blew  open;  I  could  almost 
smell  death.  He  sauntered  into  my  small  world  of 
books  and  dust  on  that  wind  and  left  wearing  my 
soul  like  a  crimson  rosary. 

There  were  five  in  his  troop  and  he  strolled 
proudly  ahead,  obviously  the  clan  leader  with  his 
mane  of  tangled,  dirty-blond  hair,  intense,  pale  green 
eyes,  and  immaculately  white  teeth  flashing  in  the 
artificial  light   God,  they  were  an  intimidating 
entourage. 

From  bits  of  their  conversation,  I  gathered 
that  he  wanted  a  certain  novel,  and  they  made  quite  a 
production  out  of  finding  it.  I  assumed  they  had  all 
travelled  into  one  of  the  older  sections  and  I  resumed 
my  reading.  Then,  subtle  like  a  whisper,  I  felt  a 
touch  on  my  shoulder.  "May  I  help  you?"  I  asked, 
struggling  not  to  gasp  at  the  small  space  between 
myself  and  this  strange  man.  He  didn't  speak  ,  but 
reached  over  and  took  the  pins  from  my  hair,  slowly, 
one  at  a  time,  prolonging  my  agony.  He  whispered, 


"No,  but  I  can  help  you."  I  couldn't  clearly  grasp  his 
words  or  that  he  had  said  anything.  I  could  only 
stand.  His  fingers  brushed  my  cheek  and  I  was 
repulsed  by  his  hand.  His  nails  were  long,  pale 
ovals  of  glass.  His  skin  was  a  deep  bronze  and  felt 
like  soft  leather.  He  was  not  a  worker;  his  fingers 
were  far  too  thin,  longer  than  average  and 
abnormally  languid.   In  fifteen  minutes,  it  seemed  I 
knew  him  more  intimately  than  anyone  I  had  known 
in  my  life.   Suddenly  I  regained  my  senses  as  the 
older  librarian  approached,  and  I  recoiled  as  if  I  had 
been  bitten. 

"I  was  helping  this  man  find  a  book,  and 
now  that  you're  here,  Miss  Randell,  I  think  you 
could  be  of  much  more  help  than  I."  However, 
before  I  could  escape,  he  lifted  my  novel  and 
whispered  knowingly  to  me,  "This  lady,  who  writes 
these  vampire  books,  she's  not  that  far  off.  Just 
thought  you  were  wondering." 

He  laughed,  and  I  was  horrified  as  I  watched 
those  unnaturally  white  teeth  flashing.  Without 
saying  anything  I  turned  and  left  to  catch  the  6:15 
before  the  rain  started  again. 

The  room  was  dark  and  for  the  first  time  I 
felt  safe,  hidden  from  the  wild  swirls  of  bars  and 
strange  parties  I  had  been  drowning  in  with  Landon 
the  past  four  months.  The  Dust  Children,  that 
strange  circus  drenched  in  Aryan  beauty,  had  left 
with  the  first  hint  of  spring.   I  knew  he  wouldn't  be 
long  following.   I  was  not  a  fool;  I  knew  he  would 
leave.  But  why  so  soon  and  with  so  little  warning? 

A  draft  chilled  my  face  from  under  the  door. 
The  hall  window  was  probably  open.   It  was 
intoxicating,  pleasant.   In  actuality,  something  in  it 
reminded  me  of  Landon,  and  suddenly  it  seemed  his 
presence  was  all  about  me.   The  breeze  grew 
stronger,  the  door  flew  open  and  Landon  stood  there, 
silent,  looking  lost,  like  a  starving  child.   How 
different  he  was,  trembling,  his  hair  wet,  his  face  in 
shadow.  He  made  quite  a  dark  image,  with  the 
exception  of  the  faint  glint  of  moonlight  on  enamel. 
He  did  not  speak,  but  merely  gestured.   I  was 
unafraid  and  I  crossed  the  distance  between  us 
voluntarily. 

My  heart  was  pounding  in  my  head  and  I 
was  close  enough  to  feel  the  dampness  of  his  breath. 
His  face  changed,  became  intense,  impatient   He 
lunged  at  me.  In  one  strong  sweep,  he  pushed  both 
arms  behind  my  back,  rendering  my  wrists  helpless 
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with  one  of  his.  With  his  other  hand,  he  knotted  my 
hair  around  his  fist,  pulling  my  head  back  in  such  a 
way  that  my  spine  arched,  leaving  my  throat  exposed 
and  my  vessels  throbbing  with  the  pull  of  my  heart. 
Then  came  that  scratched  velvet  voice,  "I  could  kill 
you~trusL"  More  than  the  threat  of  my  impending 
doom,  the  word,  trust,  spoken  like  an  afterthought, 
terrified  me.   I  felt  the  bittersweet  pain  of  loss  as  my 
vital  fluid  was  slowly  drawn  out  of  my  body.  Then 
the  pain  stopped  and  for  a  moment,  before  the 
darkness  came,  I  felt  what  it  was  to  be  Landon, 
inside  his  mind,  inside  his  world. 

The  pleasure  that  kills.  Is  that  what  we  shall 
call  it?  I  suppose  heroin  addicts  know  the  singing  in 
the  veins  I  knew  then.  I  wonder,  is  it  similar?  The 
filling  of  one's  veins  with  a  substance  and  the  taking 
away?  I  have  never  known  the  song  of  heroin. 
However,  I  do  know  the  sensation  of  a  cold  fearful 
creature  being  transformed  into  something  real,  alive, 
and  beyond  human,  and  this  to  my  mind  is  a  more 
addictive  knowledge  than  the  most  lethal  of 
narcotics. 

Perhaps  I  died  then,  in  his  embrace,  and  all 
things  since  passed  have  been  merely  nerve 
impulses,  the  dreams  of  the  dead  in  the  last  few 
seconds  before  that  state  of  nonexistence. 

Free.  This  time  I  will  know  release.   I  will 
be  free  of  the  seduction  and  the  killing,  free  of 
Landon,  free  of  the  emptiness. 

Once  before,  I  was  close  to  freedom.  Perhaps 
it  was  a  few  months  after  the  mutation  was  complete 
and  Landon's  virus  had  taken  over,  installing  the 
emptiness.  It  was  wonderful,  in  the  beginning. 
Then  I  remembered  the  person  I  had  been,  not  so 
unlike  those  I  now  used  to  fill  the  emptiness.   I 
reacted  the  only  way  I  knew  how;  I  ran. 

Where  did  I  think  I  was  going?  To  that 
mythical  childhood  place  where  all  evils  are  healed, 
all  murderers  forgiven.  That  is,  if  they  confess.  I 
never  made  it  to  confession.  Landon  found  me 
outside  the  cathedral  doors— starved  and  screaming. 
He  took  me  somewhere  safe.  I  don't  remember 
where  anymore.  It  is  so  hard  to  think  suddenly.  He 
healed  me  and  he  promised-what  was  that  word  he 
used?-eternity.  Now  ifs  clear.  He  said,  "As  long  as 
I  live  you  will  live.  This  is  not  a  lifetime 
commitment.  This  is  eternity.  There  are  no  exits." 

But  this  time  is  different.  I  am  really  free. 
That  boy  in  the  alley. .  .so  much  blood.  How  can  I 
keep  doing  this?  How  long  have  I  gone  now? 
Landon  always  finds  me.  Ifs  never  been  this  long. 
Two  days?  Three?   I've  been  here  in  this  alley 
forever,  hiding  in  the  shadows,  in  the  damp.   Where 
are  you,  Landon?   Why  am  I  here?   I  don't  want  to 
die.  No  exit   He  said  no  exit.  Find  me,  Landon. 


The  emptiness  is  so  great  now.  .  .so  strong.   I 
remember  so  many  things.   It's  so  cold  in  Charleston 
when  it  rains.   It  was  raining  that  day  when  he  claimed 
me,  while  I  was  waiting  on  the  train.   My  chest  feels 
heavy;  so  hard  to  breathe.    Landon  is  in  the  doorway~I 
can  only  think  in  pictures  now.   Dirty  blond  hair—such 
cold  flesh.  .  .the  rhythm.  .  .singing  in  my  veins.  .  .voices 
like  velvet  skirts  rustling.  .  .Angers  so  long.  .  .nails  like 
glass.  .  .white  teeth  flashing.  .  ."I  could  kill  you-trust." 

Landon,  I  don't  want  to  die!  Where  are  you?  I 
never  lived  before  you.  I  only  lived  for  you.  Why  have 
I  run?   Where  are  you? 

Then,  like  an  answer  to  my  prayer,  there  he 
stood,  a  great  shadow  blocking  the  moon.   My  blond 
Messiah,  Landon.   At  my  side,  I  felt  him  touching  me, 
kissing  my  face.  He  was  so  warm  against  the  cold.   The 
emptiness  is  so  strong.   Then  the  voice  came,  so 
soothing,  "It's  too  late.   You  can't  be  like  us,  can  you? 
Not  like  me.   Why?   You're  always  running.  You  ran 
from  me  that  first  day,  in  the  library.   I  should  have  let 
you  go.   Strength  I  don't  have." 

The  pictures  were  coming  back.   I  was  only 
vaguely  aware  of  his  presence.    He  was  crying.   Landon, 
crying.   He  lifted  me,  holding  me  close,  a  wounded 
child.   Travelling  up  stairs  to  safety.  .  .I'm  safe.  .  .the 
healing  place.  .  .dirty  blond  hair.  .  .pale  green  eyes.  .  . 
white  teeth  flashing. 

"I  promised  eternity.    You  can't  go  without  me. 
Why  run?   You  love  me.   We  were  alive.  What  the  hell 
are  morals  to  us?   We  are  the  predators!   But,  they 
matter  to  you.  It's  my  turn  to  follow."  Far  away 
somewhere  I  could  hear  Landon  just  above  the  wind. 

Somewhere  over  the  horizon,  there  was  an  oddly 
familiar  rose  glow.  Perhaps  I  remembered  it  from 
another  lifetime.   A  lifetime  when  the  skyline  from  this 
high  would  have  held  beauty.   In  the  glow,  through  the 
morning  haze  he  was  an  angel:   so  blond,  golden.   Then 
the  sun.   There  was  pain.   Landon  smiled.  .  .white  teeth 
flashing  brighter  than  the  sun.  .  ."you  and  I,  we  will  be 
lovers,  one  day.  .  .trust."   I  believe  I  screamed.  Landon 
laughed.   Salvation.   Trust.   Release.    "Landon-I  loved 
you.  ..." 

The  rain  fell  slowly.  Swift  little  drops  echoing 
through  eternity  as  the  morning's  frail  sun  faded.  The 
rain  washes  away  everything.   f% 
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The  Rose  Window,  Morgan  Murphy 


The  Blue  Grotto,  Michelle  Andrews 
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The  Underground 


We  trudged  down,  leaving  the  bleating  cars 

to  their  towering  red  shepherds.   Gasping  (poison), 

we  entered  the  opening— 

a  throat  stretched,  lit  by  a  silver  tool  in  the  doctor's  hand. 

Strips  of  fluorescent  lights  shone  upon 

the  queue  (mannequins)  and 

a  grey  ticket  was  forced  into  my  hand. 

I  looked  up:  The  shadow-blades  spun  slowly,  waltzing 

across  the  elevated  ceiling. 

Stepping  awkwardly  onto  the  humming  mesh-steps, 

the  metal  tongue  pulled  us  lower— 

a  perpetual  plunge  further,  I  felt. 

Then,  a  (distant)  melancholy  strain  wafted  past  me, 

fading  into  the  tiles  overhead, 

embraced  by  a  lone  rusty-grilled  vent.   We  continued 

closer;  the  drifting  notes  beset  me, 

and  then  I  saw  him  (lonely),  framed  momentarily  among  the 

heads  of  those  in  front  of  me. 

A  dull  green  coat  wearily  concealed 

his  dark  skin.   Wrinkled  fingers  stroked  the  battered 

golden  saxophone,  tiny  flakes  fell  to  collect 

at  his  feet.   Nearing  him,  I  thought  of  my  ailing 

grandfather— the  air  thickened,  shuddering 

and  the  ditty  pitched  with  the  rumble  of  the  rail— 

And,  through  it  all,  I  heard  the  clink  of  my  coin,  spinning 

against  the  side  of  his  empty  tin  cup  as  we  thrust  past 

Kerry  M.  Woodyard 
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A  Series  of  Poems  by  Gina  Armstrong 


I.  Climbing 


You  belay  me 

as  I  creep  slowly 

up  the  mountain  of  our  feelings, 

then  suddenly  I  am  falling. 

Two  clamps  (sloppily  applied) 

pull  easily  out  of  the  rock, 

until  one  finally  catches, 

only  feet  from  the  bottom  (certain  death— 

probably  more  peaceful  than  the  climb). 

How  long  this  will  hold 

is  only  speculation 

without  your  help. 

Pick  up  the  rope. 


II.  Playing  Hearts 


The  three  of  us 

played  cards  all  night. 

The  game  was  hearts. 

I  passed  you  "die  Hundin" 

on  the  give-away; 

you  answered  "Danke," 

the  only  German  word 

you  know.   We  speak  German 

to  keep  you  from  hearing 

things  too  painful  to  tell. 

Every  time  I  stick  you 
with  a  point,  you  answer 
with  an  "I  love  you." 
Sometimes  I  think 
you  really  mean  it, 
that  "Herzen  speilen" 
is  only  a  mask 
for  showing  each  other 
how  we  really  feel. 


Ill-  After  Your  Confession 


You  told  me  you  loved  me 
today,  a  microscopic  confession 
masked  with  denial. 

During  a  nap,  you  dreamed, 

painting  a  picture  of  fields  of  wildflowers, 

of  us  drinking  wine  in  the  middle. 

You  will  not  touch  me  in  your  dream, 

but  dance  around  me,  skirt 

twirling,  taunting  me  for  being  too  weak 

to  keep  a  Lenten  promise  (you  kept  yours 

only  three  days  longer).   Suddenly 

you  stop 

to  tell  a  story,  but  find  cartwheels 

more  appealing. 

When  you  awaken,  you  find  me 
holding  you  and  begin  to  cry. 
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We  rise,  you 

in  a  corner 

with  my  body  pressed 

against  you.  The  risk 

of  discovery  makes  you  shiver. 

I  comfort  you  with  a  kiss, 

but  you  push  me  away,  for 

your  floor  has  come  up. 

The  doors  open  and  we 

bound 

out  to  the  room  where 

the  door  must  be  locked 

to  keep  prying,  disapproving  eyes 

away.   We  kiss.   You  mumble 

"I  love  you"  as  I  touch 

you;  when  I  stop  you  grab 

at  me,  whispering  why. 

"Sometimes  I  feel  that  we  are 

the  flower  you  left  that  fell  on  the  floor 

after  a  night  together:   forbidden, 

pushed  away,"  I  say.  We  talk 

about  the  discovery  of  our  love, 

who  would  and  would  not  understand.   It  is  futile 

to  discuss  it,  for  we  know  what  matters: 

only  you  and  I  in  early  morning, 

panting  promises.  V.    MOthST 


My  mother  irons 

naked,  talking  to  me 

with  a  cordless  phone 

on  her  shoulder,  screaming 

about  being  "dykey" 

and  what  I  will  do  for  money 

working  the  job  I  have  taken.   From  her 

I  get  my  mule  nature,  for  though  soft 

and  "feminine"  outside,  she  is  the  brick  wall 

I  bang  my  androgynous  head 

against,  remembering  the  day  at  the  ballet 

when  she  asked  me  loudly  (because  I  have 

short  hair)  about  my  sexual  preference,  and  I, 

(because  I  had  been  with  my  lover 

just  hours  before)  avoided  the  question 

like  an  agile  skier,  for  she  makes  me  feel 

as  naked  as  she  is  as  she  presses  my  life 

into  starched  white  perfection,  suitable 

for  bragging  about  to  her  friends. 
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Valiance,  Tracy  Thomas 
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The  Hotel  Window 

by  Amorak  Huey 


Looking  out  her  hotel  window,  Iris  could  see 
the  intersection  of  two  highways.    One  of  them,  she 
knew,  was  1-45,  the  road  she  had  come  in  on,  but  her 
perspective  had  gotten  so  twisted  in  getting  off  the 
exit  and  finding  the  hotel  that  she  could  not  tell 
which  one  it  was.   The  signs  were  no  help,  because 
they  were  too  far  away  to  read.    One  of  the  highways 
ran  smack  into  the  other  and  dead-ended,  so  that  the 
cars  coming  in  on  that  one  had  to  choose  between 
going  left,  which  would  take  them  quickly  out  of 
Iris'  view  from  the  window,  or  going  right,  in  which 
case  she  could  watch  their  taillights  for  nearly  a  full 
minute  before  they  disappeared  on  the  horizon. 

Off  to  her  left,  away  from  the  intersection, 
Iris  could  see  the  heart  of  downtown,  or  at  least  the 
skyscrapers  that  towered  above  the  other  buildings. 
On  top  of  the  tallest  skyscraper  there  was  a  blue  sign 
that  turned  slowly  around  and  around  as  Iris 
watched.   The  blue  neon  was  too  far  away  for  her  to 
make  out  completely,  but  she  thought  it  looked  like  a 
star  followed  by  some  writing.   Probably  some 
company  that  sells  insurance  or  stocks,  she  thought. 
She  could  even  hear  the  ad  slogan:  "For  security  and 
peace  of  mind,  turn  toward  the  big  blue  star  in  the 
night." 

Iris  turned  her  back  to  the  window,  and  the 
scene  before  her  shrank  from  a  whole  city  to  her 
hotel  room.    She  closed  her  eyes  to  rest  them  a 
moment,  standing  still,  her  body  silhouetted  against 
the  window.    Opening  her  eyes,  she  walked  over  to 
her  suitcase  and  got  out  the  bottle  of  vodka  she  had 
bought  at  the  hotel  bar  a  few  hours  before.    She 
twisted  the  top  off,  then  looked  around,  realizing 
that  she  didn't  have  a  glass.   She  walked  into  the 
bathroom  and  found  a  water  glass.   It  would  have  to 
do.   Setting  the  vodka  and  the  glass  down  on  the 
nightstand  by  her  bed,  she  picked  up  the  ice  bucket 
and  started  for  the  door.    Opening  the  door,  she 
winced  at  the  brightness  of  the  hall.   Suddenly  she 
remembered  that  the  door  locked  automatically,  and 
she  didn't  have  her  key.   Actually,  it  wasn't  even 
really  a  key;  it  was  more  like  a  credit  card  that  slid 
into  a  magnetic  slot  underneath  the  knob. 
Sometimes  Iris  thought  technology  was  moving  too 
fast  for  her—there  was  no  way  to  keep  up  with  all  the 
new  gadgets  and  little  inventions  to  make  life 
simpler  and  easier. 

Rummaging  through  her  purse,  she  found  the 
card  tucked  under  her  maps  and  her  sunglasses. 


Again  she  started  for  the  door,  this  time  making  it 
out  into  the  hall  before  realizing  that  she  had  left  the 
ice  bucket   by  her  purse.    Cursing  under  her  breath, 
she  went  back  and  got  it  and  tried  one  more  time, 
this  time  managing  to  remember  everything.    As  she 
walked  down  the  hall,  she  was  again  struck  by  the 
brightness.    It  reminded  her  of  a  hospital,  without 
the  smell  and  the  nurses  bustling  importantly  past. 
In  fact,  there  were  no  other  people  to  be  seen  at  all. 
Somewhere,  she  could  hear  a  radio  playing  an  old 
rock  song,  but  that  was  the  only  sign  that  anyone 
else  was  alive  in  the  hotel.   Turning  a  corner,  she 
saw  a  sign  that  had  a  fancy  scrolled  arrow  with  the 
words,  "Ice,  Refreshments,  Drinks."   Taking  the 
direction  it  pointed  her,  she  found  the  ice  machine 
sandwiched  between  a  soft  drink  machine  and  a 
snack  machine.   There  was  a  yellowing  piece  of 
paper  taped  to  the  ice  machine  that  said,  "Take  no 
more  than  you  can  use.    Please  be  considerate." 

"Screw  being  considerate,"  she  muttered 
aloud,  "and  anyway,  who's  going  to  need  ice  at  one 
in  the  morning  besides  me?"   She  looked  around 
quickly  to  make  sure  no  one  had  heard  her  and 
filled  her  bucket  to  the  top. 

It  was  a  relief  to  get  back  to  her  room.   For 
some  reason,  the  hall  had  seemed  threatening  to  her, 
ominous  in  some  way.   Probably  it  was  the  hospital- 
type  lighting  and  the  eerie  silence.    She  poured  a 
shot  of  vodka  over  three  ice  cubes,  then  reconsidered, 
and  filled  the  glass  to  three-quarters.    Iris  didn't  even 
know  if  you  were  supposed  to  drink  vodka  with  ice. 
"To  hell  with  what  you're  supposed  to  do,"  she 
thought.    "No  one  will  know  anyhow."    Sipping  from 
her  glass,  she  walked  over  to  stand  in  front  of  the 
window  again.   The  scene  before  her  was  unchanged-- 
a  few  cars  drove  by  on  the  highway,  the  blue  star 
turned  around  and  around,  life  went  on  as  usual. 
Suddenly  feeling  very  tired,  Iris  looked  around  for  a 
chair,  finding  that  there  were  two  in  the  room.    One 
was  a  plain  wooden  chair  sitting  behind  the  little 
desk  that  the  hotel  had  provided  as  a  part  of  the 
"Business  Person's  Special,"  and  the  other  was  a 
padded  armchair  on  the  other  side  of  the  room. 
Opting  for  comfort,  Iris  set  her  drink  on  the  desk 
and  started  alternately  pushing  and  pulling  the 
armchair  towards  the  window.    It  was  heavier  than  it 
looked. 

Finally,  she  got  the  chair  to  a  suitable 
location  in  front  of  the  window,  where  she  could  sit 
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and  watch  the  night.    Getting  her  drink,  she  sat 
down  and  sighed  heavily.   At  last,  she  had  a  minute 
to  rest.    She  had  been  going  non-stop  since  she 
arrived  in  town  Thursday  night.   First  an  orientation 
meeting,  then  dinner  and  a  drink  with  some 
company  bigwig  and  his  wife,  then  staying  up  all 
night  to  finish  some  paperwork,  then  early  to  the 
convention.   And  so  on.   Now  it  was  Saturday  night, 
and  all  she  had  to  do  in  the  morning  was  check  out 
of  the  hotel  and  drive  back  home.   Actually,  it  was 
morning  already.   Turning  her  head,  Iris  could  see 
the  green-blue  glow  of  her  alarm  clock.    It  was  1:32. 

Turning  back  to  the  view  in  front  of  her,  Iris 
thought  there  was  an  awful  lot  of  traffic  for  late 
Saturday  night.   As  she  looked,  an  ambulance  with 
its  lights  on  sped  by,  turning  right  at  the  intersection. 
Iris  watched  it  disappear  into  the  darkness,  and  the 
thought  occurred  to  her  just  how  little  the  ambulance 
meant  to  her.   To  the  people  inside,  it  represented  a 
catastrophe,  probably  the  worst  in  their  lives—a  heart 
attack,  or  a  car  wreck,  or  a  drug  overdose.   To  the 
technicians  and  the  drivers,  it  was  a  way  of  life, 
something  that  they  did  every  night,  nothing 
unusual.   To  the  other  people  on  the  interstate,  it  was 
an  inconvenience,  a  reason  to  pull  off  the  road  for  a 
few  seconds.   For  Iris,  it  was  a  diversion  for  a 
moment,  something  to  watch  and  think  about  briefly 
before  she  went  to  bed.   For  the  other  people 
sleeping  in  the  hotel,  it  meant  nothing  at  all.  They 
would  never  even  consider  the  possibility  of  the 
ambulance's  existence.   Iris  found  that  thought  more 
than  a  little  depressing.   In  some  ways,  she  felt  like 
the  ambulance.   To  herself,  she  was  a  distinct  person, 
with  a  life  and  problems  and  joys  and  successes  and 
failures.   To  the  people  she  had  met  at  the 
convention,  she  was  Mrs.  Iris  Businesswoman,  an  up- 
and-coming  young  professional  in  the  field  of 
marketing.    And  to  the  other  people  sleeping  in  the 
hotel,  the  people  she  would  never  encounter,  she 
might  as  well  not  even  exist.   They  would  never 
know  about  her,  about  her  problems,  about  her  life. 
And  none  of  them  would  ever  know  that  her 
husband  was  cheating  on  her. 

And  there  it  was—her  husband  was  cheating 
on  her.   The  thought  she  had  been  avoiding  all 
weekend.    But  there  was  no  way  to  avoid  it  anymore. 
No  presentation  to  work  on,  no  seminar  to  attend,  no 
dinner-and-a-drink  to  go  to,  nothing.   It  was  just  her 
and  her  waterglass  of  vodka  and  the  realization  that 
her  marriage  was  collapsing.   She  blinked  back  a  tear 
and  looked  out  the  window  again.   The  ambulance 
was  long  gone,  but  there  were  several  other  cars  on 
the  interstate,  choosing  between  right  and  left, 
probably  without  a  second  thought,  then  continuing 
with  their  lives.   And  in  the  distance,  downtown,  the 
blue  star  turned  slowly  around  and  around.    Iris 


watched  the  star  for  a  few  seconds,  but  it  offered  her 
no  answers. 

She  took  another  sip  of  vodka,  refocusing  her 
eyes  to  the  room  around  her.   Now  even  the 
relatively  dim  light  of  her  bedside  lamp  seemed 
much  too  bright.    She  gulped  down  the  rest  of  the 
vodka  in  her  glass  and  stood  up  to  turn  off  the  lamp. 
Standing  up  made  the  alcohol  rush  to  her  head,  and 
the  whole  room  seemed  to  turn  slowly  upside  down, 
then  right  itself.   Iris  grabbed  the  back  of  the  chair 
for  support  and  closed  her  eyes.   When  she  opened 
them  again,  everything  stayed  stationary.    She  turned 
out  the  lamp  and  returned  to  the  armchair,  bringing 
with  her  the  bottle  of  vodka  and  the  ice  bucket.   The 
only  light  in  the  room  now  came  from  the  window 
and  the  streetlights  in  the  parking  lot  below. 

Sitting  back  down,  she  was  again  faced  with 
the  realization  that  her  marriage  was  over,  or  soon 
would  be.   Everything  had  been  great  until  Thursday, 
when  Iris  had  come  home  to  pack  before  leaving  for 
the  convention.   She  had  been  surprised  to  see  Ted's 
Blazer  in  the  driveway,  and  even  more  surprised 
when  she'd  walked  into  the  bedroom  to  see  him  in 
bed  with  some  woman  she'd  never  seen  before. 
Remembering  the  scene  brought  tears  to  her  eyes, 
and  she  poured  another  glass  of  vodka.   It  didn't 
seem  real  now,  remembering.    It  sounded  like  the 
plot  of  a  thousand  soap  operas.    Iris  sighed  and  took 
a  gulp  of  vodka.   Even  her  tragedies  hardly  seemed 
her  own. 

Iris  drained  the  glass  and  set  it  on  the  desk 
beside  her.    It  was  getting  harder  to  focus  now;  she'd 
never  had  much  of  a  tolerance  for  alcohol,  and  two 
glasses  of  vodka  in  quick  succession  were  definitely 
beginning  to  affect  her.    She  looked  back  to  see  what 
time  it  was,  straining  to  make  out  the  fuzzy  blue 
numbers:  1:43.   She  was  getting  sleepy,  partly  from 
the  vodka  and  partly  from  the  hectic  weekend  she'd 
had.   She  decided  to  go  to  bed  in  a  few  minutes- 
after  another  glass  of  vodka. 

She  drank  this  glass  a  bit  slower  than  the 
first  two,  sipping  slowly  and  watching  the  city 
outside.   She  decided  that  she  liked  it  better  when 
the  cars  went  right  because  that  meant  she  could 
watch  them  longer.   There  was  something  interesting 
in  watching  their  taillights  disappear  in  the  distance, 
something  that  gave  Iris  a  feeling  of  power.    She'd 
bet  they  didn't  realize  she  was  watching  them.    After 
she  finished  her  vodka,  she  looked  again  to  see  what 
time  it  was,  but  now  her  vision  was  so  blurred  that 
the  numbers  were  too  fuzzy  to  make  out.   Standing 
up  slowly,  she  made  her  way  over  to  the  bedside 
table  and  peered  closely  at  the  clock,  finally 
managing  to  decipher  that  it  was  1:55.    She  walked 
slowly  to  the  bathroom  to  put  away  the  waterglass, 
one  hand  on  the  wall  for  balance.    In  the  bathroom, 
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she  flipped  on  the  light,  squinting  against  the 
painful  brightness.  The  mirror  revealed  a  pathetic 
sight  to  her:  her  eyes  were  bloodshot,  her  hair  was 
disheveled,  her  makeup  had  smeared.   She  turned 
away,  reaching  for  the  light  switch  to  shut  out  the 
image,  dropping  the  waterglass  as  she  did  so.  The 
glass  fell  in  slow  motion,  shattering  on  the  tile  floor. 
"Forget  it,"  she  thought.  "I'm  too  drunk  to  deal  with 
it  now.  I'll  get  it  in  the  morning." 

She  stumbled  back  into  the  other  room  and 
collapsed  onto  the  middle  of  the  bed.   In  a  few 
seconds,  she  adjusted  out  of  habit  to  the  left  side, 
where  she  always  slept  at  home.  A  moment  later  she 
was  asleep,  with  a  little  light  from  the  window 
streaming  onto  her  face.  Outside,  there  were  only  a 
few  cars  left  on  the  highway,  and  most  of  them  were 
going  left,  disappearing  quickly  from  view.   Off  in 
the  heart  of  the  city,  the  star  slowed  and  came  to  a 
stop.  Then  at  precisely  2:00  a.m.,  the  blue  neon 
flickered  and  went  out.  ^\ 


Candlelight, 
Lee  S.  Meyer 
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Shadows  at  Sundown 


Come  and  play  with  me 

Like  we  once  used  to  do 

When  the  sun  beat  down  so  hot  in  summertime  and 

No  cloud  broke  through  the  brilliant  sky 

Come  and  play  with  me 

Like  we  once  did 

When  time  did  not  matter  and  no  clock  ruled  our  actions 

We  were  outside  as  long  as  the  sun  was 

And  the  days  were  full 

The  grass  was  green  and  pricked  my  ankles 
It  stuck  to  my  legs  as  I  ran  through  the  sprinkler 
The  dog  barked  and  ran  out  the  backyard 
And  we  chased  him  down  the  street 

Come  play  with  me  once  again 

Like  we  did  before  responsibility  trapped  us 

Before  the  sun  goes  down  and  the  water  drains  away 

Before  the  grass  turns  brown  and  the  dog  comes  back  and 

mom  calls  us  inside 
Come  play  with  me 

I  need  to  let  go  and  be  a  child  again  with  you 

And  laugh  and  run  and  fall  down 

And  get  hurt  and  cry 

And  have  that  be 

The  most  tragic  thing  in  the  world 

I  need  you  to  pick  me  up  and  brush  me  off 
I  need  you  to  teach  me  and  talk  to  me 
I  need  you  to  help  me  grow  up 

I   need   you   to   please   come   and   play  with  me   just   once   more 
before  it's  all 

gone  away.  .  .  . 

Dana  Pender 
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C.L.N.P.,  Paul  Mussleman 
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Stream  of  Consciousness:  A  Kiss 

by  Amorak  Huey 

"hello"  she  said  and  what  do  i  do  now  i  stand  here  like  a  total  jerk  unsure  of 
myself  and  unsure  of  her  motives  what  do  i  do  now  i  wonder  i  finally  stammer 
out  an  answer  and  she  smiles  and  asks  "how  are  you  doing"  fine  i  say  still  unsure 
of  her  motives  why  would  she  talk  to  me  i  do  not  know  i  bring  my  panic  down  a 
couple  notches  and  try  to  have  a  normal  conversation  with  her  but  why  what  does 
she  want  from  me  is  she  going  to  ask  me  to  dance  or  what  i  dont  know  i  never 
dance  at  these  things  i  always  blow  it  off  saying  i  cant  dance  i  only  come  so  my 
mom  thinks  i  am  not  a  total  loser  which  i  guess  i  am  i  mean  i  have  friends  but 
theyre  pretty  much  losers  like  me  we  dont  play  sports  or  anything  cool  or  even 
intellectual  like  the  math  team  but  we  trade  comics  and  watch  dr  who  on  public 
television  but  i  dont  fit  into  any  of  the  cliques  and  i  sure  dont  hang  out  with  girls 
or  date  but  i  dont  want  my  mother  to  know  that  she  loves  me  and  thinks  all  is 
well  as  she  should  think  after  all  shes  my  mom  i  love  her  too  but  i  could  never  tell 
her  how  unhappy  i  am  or  how  left  out  i  feel  i  mean  i  like  my  friends  but 
sometimes  i  look  at  them  and  think  what  a  bunch  of  losers  they  are  and  what  a 
loser  i  must  be  if  these  are  the  only  people  i  can  get  to  hang  out  with  then  i  think 
what  a  jerk  i  am  to  think  that  about  my  friends  when  they  are  my  friends  but  i 
cant  help  it  sometimes  especially  when  i  see  all  the  pretty  people  having  fun  and 
being  who  they  are  and  dancing  and  partying  and  whatever  they  do  who  could 
help  but  be  jealous  and  want  to  be  a  part  of  it  or  maybe  im  the  only  one  my 
friends  seem  happy  enough  being  who  they  are  why  dont  i  so  all  these  thoughts 
are  running  through  my  head  and  i  realize  the  girl  has  asked  me  another  question 
and  i  have  to  answer  "youre  in  my  algebra  class  arent  you"  i  am  and  say  so  still 
wondering  why  shes  talking  to  me  she  is  really  pretty  and  tall  almost  as  tall  as  i 
am  i  have  seen  her  before  in  math  but  other  places  too  she  is  not  one  of  the  super 
popular  crowd  but  she  is  popular  enough  and  very  pretty  isnt  that  sad  that  i  am 
categorizing  her  already  i  do  that  with  everyone  and  i  should  worry  about  who  i 
am  and  not  who  other  people  are  she  is  very  pretty  and  i  do  not  know  what  to  say 
or  do  because  i  cant  talk  to  girls  very  well  i  am  scared  theyll  find  out  i  am  not  one 
of  the  pretty  people  she  asks  me  another  question  about  algebra  something  about 
the  homework  for  monday  i  answer  it  and  look  around  i  am  scared  and 
uncomfortable  this  girl  is  very  pretty  but  i  cant  talk  to  her  why  does  she  want  to 
talk  to  me  and  then  she  says  "id  ask  you  to  dance  but  i  cant  dance  so  you  want  to 
take  a  walk  or  something  just  go  outside  for  some  air"  i  laugh  nervously  hoping 
she  doesnt  know  how  scared  i  am  and  i  stutter  out  sure  i  guess  she  laughs 
nervously  too  i  think  and  says  "im  glad  i  was  worried  because  its  hard  to  talk  to 
guys"  so  shes  scared  too  and  im  not  the  only  one  a  good  realization  we  go  outside 
and  walk  eventually  sitting  down  on  the  steps  in  the  front  of  the  school  i  start  to 
say  something  im  not  even  sure  what  and  she  says  "dont  talk  lets  just  be"  and  she 
leans  toward  me  in  slow  motion  her  eyes  are  closed  so  i  close  mine  too  without 
thinking  about  it  or  knowing  why  then  her  lips  touch  mine  and  i  can  smell  her 
perfume  and  feel  her  breath  and  her  tongue  brushes  across  my  lips  and  i  open  my 
mouth  a  little  not  knowing  what  to  do  but  feeling  what  to  do  and  there  it  is  a 
KISS  and  I'm  okay. 
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Knots 


Knots. 

No  bows. 

No  frills. 

No  lace. 

Coarse  nylon  rope— 

The  kind  that  leaves  splinters, 

And  burns. 

Old  and  yellow  and  ugly. 

Worn. 

Knots. 

Lumpy  and  cumbersome. 

Deceivingly  painful  to  grip. 

Pulled  taut  through 

Years  of  strain. 

Made  permanent  by  the  rain. 

I  didn't  tie  them. 

Placed  painstakingly  along 

The  strand  for 

As  long  as  they  wish. 

Knots. 

Alex  K.  O'Briant 
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Consumed,  Tracy  Thomas 
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Seafood  Scenes 

by  Elaine  Anthony 


Lobster 

The  restaurant  had  become  an  oppressive  sea 
of  chomping,  slurping,  masticating  men.  They  ate 
their  crab  with  fat,  sticky  fingers.   They  yelled  about 
sports  over  the  hair-sprayed  heads  of  their  wives 
toward  their  buddies  at  the  end  of  the  table.  Martha 
hated  them. 

Martha  Ann  Bowman  twisted  at  an 
unfamiliar  ring  on  her  finger.   She  peered  over  her 
coffee  cup  at  those  men  who  rubbed  their  stomachs 
with  hairy  hands,  who  sucked  on  oblong  cigarellos 
that  stank  of  sweat  and  wet  linen.   One  of  them 
burped  heavily,  and  she  turned  away. 

Martha  wished  she  had  not  gotten  a  dinner 
salad.   She  watched  George  devour  his  stuffed  crab, 
his  catfish  filet,  his  ever-so-delicately  breaded 
shrimp.  And  then  she  hated  him,  too. 

She  stared  at  George  with  her  eyebrow  half- 
cocked.   He  was  an  adult,  twenty-eight  years  old. 
Even  so,  George  still  ate  his  catfish  with  a  bib 
around  his  neck  (paper,  like  the  ones  they  give  you 
at  the  dentist  when  you  can't  keep  from  drooling  on 
yourself).   She  cleared  her  throat  and  looked  away  as 
a  glob  of  tartar  sauce  missed  the  bib  and  landed  on 
his  tie. 

Martha  knew  she  should  not  have  gotten  a 
salad.  But  he  hadn't  paid  attention  to  her,  hadn't 
asked  her  what  she  wanted  to  eat.   (George  would 
order  for  them  both,  of  course,  for  he  was  the  man.) 
It  was  a  seafood  restaurant,  for  God's  sake.   And  he 
had  gotten  her  a  salad.   Men. 

George  gave  a  lumpy,  food-filled  grin  at 
Martha  as  he  dabbed  at  the  mess  on  his  front  with  a 
wet  napkin.  Then  he  attacked  his  entree  with 
renewed  vigor,  and  Martha  winced.  The  tines  of 
George's  fork  clinked  against  the  back  of  his  teeth. 
It  was  an  eerie  scrape  like  nails  on  a  blackboard,  a 
spine-chilling  nerve-twister  like  knuckles  cracking  in 
a  fist. 

Martha  overheard  someone's  wife  ordering 
lobster.   She  watched  the  woman's  waiter  move  to 
the  lobster  tank.  The  waiter  pointed  at  one  of  the 
animals,  but  the  woman  shook  her  head,  no.   He 
gestured  again  and  again  until  she  nodded  an 
executioner's  yes  to  a  large,  fan-tailed  lobster  that 
huddled  in  the  corner  of  the  aquarium.  The  waiter 
disappeared  into  the  kitchen. 

Inside  the  tank,  the  water-bound  animals 


battled  with  each  other  like  angry  spouses.  They 
attacked  and  parried,  dodging  blows  and  butting 
heads  in  futile  frustration.   But  their  snapping  claws 
were  bound  by  yellow  rubber  bands,  and  their  fights 
were  never  fatal. 

The  woman's  waiter  returned  to  the  tank  with 
a  three-pronged  stick.   He  snagged  the  meaty  animal 
on  the  first  try,  and  lobster  claws  waved  high  in  the 
air  as  the  waiter  headed  for  the  swinging  kitchen 
door.   Martha  imagined  the  lobster  as  he  was 
dropped  into  a  steaming  pot,  his  claws  clicking  in 
delicious  agony  while  his  little  eyes  bulged  out 

Martha  touched  her  waitress  on  the  sleeve  as 
she  passed  by,  and  she  pulled  the  woman  down  for  a 
conspiratorial  conference.  Martha  whispered  in  the 
woman's  ear,  "When  you  get  the  chance,  I'd  like  the 
lobster  too." 

The  waitress  looked  in  Martha's  eyes  with 
feminine  understanding,  and  together  they  shared  a 
winning  smile. 


Party  Number  929:   Your  Table  Is  Ready 

One  two  three  four  five  six  seven.   Seven 
times  thirteen  is  ninety-one.   There  are  ninety-one 
catfish  in  ninety-one  top  hats  dancing  on  the 
wallpaper  over  the  hostess'  head.  It  will  be  at  least 
nine  more  minutes  before  she  calls  my  name  for  a 
seat  in  the  dining  area.  Nine. 

My  fingernails  look  clean.  I  stare  at  them, 
fingers  closing  onto  palms.   I  examine  them  again, 
turning  my  hands  away  from  my  face,  holding  them 
out  from  my  body.  I  admire  the  creamy  half-moons 
at  the  base  of  each  nail. 

Kching,  kching.   The  cashier  takes  a  twenty 
dollar  bill  from  an  old  man  and  his  limping  wife 
with  the  winning  smile  of  an  entrepreneur.   The  old 
man  takes  a  toothpick  and  a  complimentary  mint;  he 
picks  at  lobster  that  I  have  not  yet  eaten.   He  washes 
away  with  saliva  and  spearmint  the  taste  on  his 
tongue  that  I  still  have  eight  minutes  to  wait  for. 
Eight. 
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I  know  that  the  man  and  his  wife  arrived 
after  me,  were  seated  before  me,  and  I  am  hungry 
with  annoyance. 

The  hostess  hands  me  a  menu  to  keep  me 
occupied,  to  prevent  me  and  my  taste  buds  from 
walking  out  the  door  to  cross  the  street  and  open 
another  door  that  calls  to  me  with  its  friendly,  fast- 
food  letters.   She  succeeds.  I  am  seduced  by  the  wet- 
lipped  oysters  that  pose  for  me  on  the  menu's  shiny 
cover.   I  will  stay  a  moment  longer.   Seven  minutes. 

A  toddler  squirms  on  her  mother's  lap  in  the 
chair  next  to  mine.   She  grasps  at  the  air  with 
unsatisfied  fists,  then  coos  with  pleasure  as  she 


slides  down  over  polyester  thighs,  knees,  and  legs  to 
reach  the  freedom  of  the  floor.   The  carpet  is  green, 
green  like  spinach  salad,  and  she  is  a  chubby  cherry 
tomato  crawling  about  in  red  overalls.  Five  minutes 
to  go.  Five. 

A  honeymooner  rests  her  head  on  her 
husband's  meaty  shoulder.   She  yawns  in  tired 
anticipation.   I  should  not  have  noticed  that,  for  now 
I  yawn,  too.   The  toddler's  mother  turns  her  face 
away  from  my  direction,  but  I  know  she  is  yawning. 
The  boredom  spreads,  one  two  three  four.   We  are  all 
a  silent  party  of  expectant  yawners,  mouths  gaping, 
eating  air. 


Q 


Research  Projects  Needed,  Melina  Oei 
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Patrioge,  Julie  Law 
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1989 


my  sister   this  is  the  answer  to  Jacqueline 

you  discarded  your 

name 

when  you  left 

a  ceremony  signaled  the 

departure 

the  flowers'  petals 

shivered  when  you  spoke 

(I  could  not  look  at  you— 

I  let  my  bouquet  cry  instead) 
you  will  never 
be  frightened  again 
at  night 

and  open  doors  (slowly)  asking 
for  comfort  with  your 
teddy  bear 
you  will  never 

sign  your  name  that  way  again  (you  wrote) 
(I  wasn't  supposed  to  miss  you— 

I  was  supposed  to  let  it  happen) 

Leslie  Nuby 
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Tornado  Seeds 

by  Brent  Davis 


Chapter  One:  Three  Mothers 


"Do  we  chose  to  be  born?" 

It  hung  like  an  ornament,  just  under  a  wisp 
of  cloud.   A  shining  bubble,  a  great  eye  made  of 
light  looked  down  on  the  street  below.   If  anyone 
had  been  awake  to  see  this  great  eye,  they  would 
have  taken  it  for  another  star,  trying  to  pierce  a 
cloud.  The  great  eye  was  intent  on  something  below: 
a  woman  running  down  an  empty  street 

The  silver-dusted  sky  stretched  far  and  cold 
above  the  running  woman.  The  fresh  rainwater  on 
the  cobblestones  had  gathered  into  puddles,  hand- 
mirrors  for  the  lopsided  moon  and  the  tall  stone 
buildings. 

To  the  running  woman,  these  pools  were 
eyes,  witnesses,  and  she  zig-zagged  to  step  in  them 
and  shatter  them  even  though  they  had  no  power  to 
recount  their  tales  and  would  not  last  past  the  next 
day  anyway.   They  would  not  tell  anyone  of  the 
shameful  burden  this  woman  carried  inside  of  her. 

Her  belly  pressed  tightly  to  the  plain  gray 
dress  she  wore.   It  was  no  longer  easy  to  hide  her 
guilt,  her  betrayal,  her  infidelity,  her  crime  to  her 
husband.   He  was  sterile.  These  were  the  words 
crowding  her  head  as  she  ran:  guilty,  traitor,  infidel, 
criminal.  "Perhaps  the  ocean  will  clean  it,"  she 
thought.  "Perhaps  if  the  ocean  carries  the  child  away, 
carries  it  far  out  to  sea  and  then  pulls  it  down,  down 
deep,  then  it  will  be  as  if  it  never  happened,  like  the 
memory  of  a  dream.   But  do  we  choose  to  be  born?" 

The  illegitimate  child's  father  was  like  a 
memory  already,  but  a  painful  memory,  full  and 
writhing  with  life.   So  powerful  was  his  presence 
that  even  the  shadows  of  him  on  her  brain  demanded 
to  live  and  be  heard,  like  dreams  one  remembers  in 
the  early  morning;  impertinent  dreams  that  won't 
stay  in  their  place  of  sleep  but  come  into  the  waking 
world  and  color  reality. 

Yes,  let  the  ocean  make  a  dream  out  of  this 
child,  it  was  all  a  dream.  We  can't  hurt  anyone  in  our 
dreams,  can  we?  No.  Certainly  not. 

She  looked  like  a  madwoman,  running  alone 
on  the  night  street  to  the  beach. 

Guilty,  traitor,  infidel,  criminal.  The  words  in 
her  head  hurt  her.   Strangely  enough,  it  was 
comforting  for  her  to  recite  the  lines  he  had  taught 
her. 

/  have  seen  wants,  screeching  through  hazy 


summer  air,  deafening  some  and  devouring  others 
through  the  back,  but  I  am  not  allowed  to  catch  a 
want  of  my  own 

That  had  been  his  prayer.  He  was  a  casual 
poet.  He  never  wrote  anything  down  on  paper.   His 
words  were  made  somehow  more  precious  to  the 
woman  because  of  their  ephemeral  quality,  their 
delicate  lives  held  together  only  by  human  memory 
alone  and  not  something  as  crude  as  wood  pulp  and 
sepia.  It  was  supposed  to  be  her  prayer  too,  but 
something  had  happened,  something  had  been  lost 
Her  seducer's  words  had  started  to  lose  their 
importance  to  her. 

She  was  not  worthy  of  him  anymore,  but 
murmured  his  prayer  anyway  as  she  ran  to  the  beach. 

I  have  seen  hopes  flutter  to  deep  caves,  fold 
their  wings  and  sleep,  but  I  have  never  been  allowed 
to  catch  a  hope  of  my  own. 

It  was  her  growing  weakness  to  find  those 
words  obtuse;  vague  and  vaguely  silly. 

"Silly?" 

The  woman's  plumes  of  breath  drifted  over 
the  pools  of  water  and  reflected  themselves.  They 
were  like  words  made  visible. 

7  have  seen  loves,  great  loves,  glittering 
behemoths  that  loll  about  in  the  water,  but  J  will 
never  tame  one  of  those  loves. 

That  had  been  when  she  asked  him  of  his 
travels,  his  wars,  knowledge  of  things  he  had  kept, 
lovers  he  had  been  with.  He  said  love  was 
impossible  for  him,  but  they  could  live  together  and 
use  each  other  as  weapons  against  the  world  that  had 
so  disappointed  him. 

But  most  maddening,  I  have  seen  something  of 
Tlie  Master  Of  All.   Parts  of  his  face  in  this  country, 
bits  of  his  body  in  another  country.   But  there  is  never 
enough!   Never  enough  of  Him  to  scratch  and  bite  and 
kick.   There  is  never  any  part  of  Him  that  is  so  vital 
that  my  carvings  will  have  any  effect.   Never  an  ear 
complete  enough  to  hear  my  cursing.   Never  an  eye 
that  is  deep  enough  to  contain  all  that  I  want  him  to 
see  of  what  he  has  done  to  me. 

She  had  tried  to  be  hard,  like  him.   She  had 
tried  to  hate,  like  him.   She  was  even  about  to  leave 
her  husband  before  her  guilt  grew  visible,  was  about 
to  join  him.   But  she  was  too  late  in  that  plan;  her 
husband  knew  of  the  pregnancy  and  so  did  the  town; 
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they  turned  against  her.  That  made  it  easier,  for  a 
while,  for  her  to  hate  as  much  as  that  glowing  man 
who  impregnated  her.   Her  husband  disowned  her 
and  she  ran  to  live  with  the  father  of  the  child  inside 
of  her.  They  were  fugitives  together,  against  the 
whole  world.  What  a  glorious,  tragic  pair  they  were! 
What  righteous  indignation!   The  heady  arrogance 

they  shared! 

All  a  dream  now.   Surely  it  had  been  the 
child  inside  that  softened  her,  made  her  weak,  made 
her  pray,  "Thank  you,  God,  for  the  gentle  killing 
touch  of  the  lion,  who  lets  the  prey  die  whole  and 
without  suffering."  The  man  had  told  her  of  that 
little  fact  In  his  travels  he  had  seen  bits  of  justice 
and  mercy  reflected  in  nature.  That  had  confused 
and  irritated  him,  but  she  embraced  the  knowledge 
and  lost  her  anger. 

"Thank  you,  God,  for  the  killing  touch  of  the  lion.' 

When  she  was  lying  next  to  him,  half-asleep, 
she  whispered  that  phrase,  not  even  knowing  she 
spoke  out  loud.   Something  had  changed  then, 
something  much  more  important  than  his  sudden 
anger.   Something  had  shifted  with  her  confession, 
the  room  grew  brighter  and  she  had  the  feeling  that 
she  was  being  watched  by  a  great  eye.  She 

knew  that  tonight  she  was  being  watched  as  well  by 
the  great  eye,  and  wanted  very  badly  to  give  her 
child  to  the  ocean,  a  place  she  knew  contained 
sufficient  depth  and  darkness  to  hide  her  mistake 
from  any  eye  in  the  world.  Maybe  the  eye  would  be 
as  objective  and  without  memory  as  a  mirror;  as 
forgetful  as  a  mirror. 

She  wished  she  could  just  be  a  mirror, 
instead  of  this  fleshy  type  of  thing  that  absorbs 
experience  like  a  sponge  and  was  perpetually 
contaminated.   In  the  ocean,  however,  sponges  filter 
dirty  water  into  pure.  They  clean  themselves 
perpetually,  not  the  other  way  around.  In  the  sea, 
things  can  be  backwards  and  beauty  can  be  a 
grotesquerie  at  the  same  moment.   Could  a  sin 
become  a  sacrament? 

Running,  running.  Running  from  the  past. 
Running  toward  a  place  that  changed  hardly  ever  in 
a  million  years.  To  a  place  that  could  keep  secrets 
as  surely  as  it  held  on  to  dead  men's  bones. 
Running,  running,  take  the  memory  away.   But  do 
we  chose  to  be  bom? 

Low  tide.  The  sea  had  sucked  itself  in  for 
the  night,  exposing  clams,  mussels,  and  whatever  fish 
could  not  flop  into  the  weak  waves.  A  bent  old 
woman  carried  a  basket  across  the  beach  and 
harvested  the  hapless.  Her  song  rose  and  fell  with 
the  sussurations  of  the  sea. 

". .  .He  said  'I'll  be  back  when  the  whales 


come  to  play,  And  that  day  shall  be  our  wedding 
day.  .  .'" 

The  old  crone  acted  as  if  the  woman  was  not 
there,  a  ghost.  The  woman  believed  for  a  moment 
that  she  recognized  that  voice,  that  posture  and  face. 

As  the  old  woman  drifted  away,  her  song 
grew  faint,  and  the  beach  was  once  again  dark  and 
breathing  softly.   A  warm  wind  had  started  to  blow 
from  the  sea,  but  to  the  pregnant  woman,  that  wind 
was  ice  cold,  which  was  how  she  wanted  to  be— a 
thing  of  ice.  Above  her,  the  great  eye  hummed, 
became  more  intense  in  its  radiance  as  if  it 
anticipated  the  act 

The  woman  took  a  breath  and  walked  into 
the  sea.  The  waves  were  fingers,  first  they  coolly 
tickled  her  ankles;  then  caressed  her  calves,  than 
sucked  her  breasts  like  a  giant,  chill  infant.  The 
realization  surfaced:  "My  child  would  suckle  ice 
water." 

In  up  to  her  neck,  she  pushed  on  her 
stomach,  willing  with  every  bit  of  strength  that  the 
child  would  leave.  It  would  not  go. 

The  eye  seemed  to  grow  closer.  It  cast  no 
reflection  in  the  water. 

"I  will  not  ask  for  help!" 

But  if  the  eye  could  hear,  it  gave  no 
indication  of  independent  choice. 

The  woman  felt  the  water  around  her  ankles 
grow  cold  and  move  rapidly  in  a  powerful  stream 
that  grew  higher  up  on  her  body  each  moment. 

The  child  still  would  not  come. 

She  continued  outward  on  the  tide.  It 
seemed  that  ice  hands  were  moving  her  in  a  kind  of 
liquid  dance,  further  and  further,  in  larger  laps  so 
that  the  stars  reeled  above  her.  Soon  she  could  no 
longer  see  the  beach,  only  faint  lights. 

She  thought  with  muted  pity  how  she  could 
not  be  forever  buoyant,  like  a  seed,  and  travel  around 
the  earth.  The  sights!   The  quiet,  peaceful  adventure, 
dreaming  on  the  surface  of  the  sea. .  * 

She  had  once  dreamed  of  being  in  the  sea, 
playing  with  a  little  girl  that  looked  like  her.  She  had 
the  dream  often,  and  always  before  she  woke  up,  the 
girl  asked  how  long  she  would  have  to  remain  in  this 
ocean,  how  long  before  the  woman  would  come  back 
and  take  her  away. 

But  for  all  the  fantasies  that  the  woman 
dredged  up  of  seed  pods  and  little  girls,  the  fact  was 
that  she  was  not  buoyant,  so  she  took  a  final  breath 
and  gave  final  words  to  her  enigmatic  companion, 
the  great  eye. 

"All  the  decisions  I  made  tonight  were  to  be 
absolutes.  Permanent.   I  will  regret  nothing.  If  I 
wished  to  kill  this  baby,  then  I  must  go  with  it. 
Although  it  contradicts  my  tangled  situation,  I  do 
believe  that  we  chose  to  be  born.   Goodbye,  great 
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eye,  perhaps  we  will  meet  again." 

At  that  moment,  unknown  to  the  woman,  a 
tiny  tendril  of  blood  drifted  from  her  womb,  seeped 
between  her  legs  into  the  salt  water. 

She  sank.   The  water  grew  even  colder,  and 
blackness  became  absolute  behind  her  closed  lids. 

But  she  could  not  open  her  mouth,  could  not 
inhale.   Something  warm  inside  of  her  twisted,  took 
hold  of  her  limbs  from  the  inside  and  pushed  them, 
pulled  them  upward  to  the  air.   She  fought  this 
newly-awakened  thing  while  the  water  grew  warmer. 

(I'm  bleeding!) 


She  had  dreamed  of  this  face  before  being 
born. 

(Tliere  is  no  light  down  here  but  that  is  a  face 
and  it  is  impossibly  big  and  liquid  and  so  deep  dark 
black  black-blue  eyes  it  is  the  face  of  a  goddess  and 
she  looks  at  me  so  strong  it  causes  pain  please  let  me 
drown  or  don't  look  at  me  i  can't  bear  the  coldness, 
the  weight  of  centuries  that  your  eyes  put  into  me.  .  .) 


Q 


"Blood!    She  is  bleeding." 
Something  was  near  her  in  the  water, 
something  made  her  open  her  eyes.   Through  the 
sting  of  salt  she  saw  a  face,  and  screamed  a  torrent  of 
bubbles.   It  was  not  her  eyes  that  picked  the  image 
so  much  as  it  was  her  blood.   The  face  dredged  up  a 
memory  that  was  so  basic  it  hardly  seemed  a 
memory,  more  like  an  instinct. 


Untitled, 
Craig  Mader 
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The  Lesson 


With  rumors  and  warnings  of  racism  and  violence 

Echoing  in  my  ears  and  paralyzing  my  legs, 
I  approached  the  front  gate  with  caution  and  even  fear 

Only  to  see  your  dark  hand  reach  out 
To  open  the  door  for  me. 
With  advice  and  admonitions  of  my  role  in  your  world 

Pounding  in  my  head  and  scaring  me  into  harshness, 
I  stood  up  in  front  of  you  with  my  voice  quivering 

Only  to  see  your  bright  faces  light  up 
To  smile  at  me. 

Although  my  house  and  half-acre  in  the  suburbs 

Seem  so  very  far  removed  from 
Your  cement  walls  and  one  bath  in  the  projects, 

Your  manners  impressed  me;  your  smiles  put  me  at  ease 
And  in  just  two  short  weeks  I  learned  that  your  world 

Is  not  so  very  different  for  my  own. 

Even  though  I  taught  you  the  nature  of  John  Donne 

And  all  about  the  metaphysical  poets, 
You  taught  me  something  more. 

And  I  emerged  realizing  there  is  no  absolute  distinction 
After  all. 

Kelly  Hager 
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Energy  Captured,  Stephen  Hanson 
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The  Death  of  the  Drive-ln 

by  Elaine  Anthony 


Granny  Jones  said  hey  to  my  father  from 
inside  her  roadside  ticket  booth,  and  the  marquee 
blared  above  her  in  foot-highletters,  "FAMILY 
NIGHT.   TRIPLE  FEATURE:  SWISS  FAMILY 
ROBINSON,  DUMBO,  ESCAPE  TO  WITCH 
MOUNTAIN."  I  was  six  years  old,  and  my  dad  knew 
that  there  was  nothing  I  liked  better  than  a  night  at 
the  drive-in  movie  theater. 

Mrs.  Jones  was  all  business  tonight  as  she 
took  his  five  bucks,  handing  back  two  pink  tickets 
and  loose  change.  As  Daddy  eased  the  gear  shift  out 
of  idle  and  slow  tires  began  to  roll  across  gravel  to 
the  concession  stand,  the  grandmother  of  our  local 
drive-in  called  out  her  familiar  weekend  litany: 
"Show  starts  twenty  minits  after  sundown,  Cokes  are 
45  cents,  burgersa  dollar,  put-chyer  speakers  back  on 
the  speaker  stand  when  yer  through,  no  hollerin'  nor 
horn  honkin',  no  litterin'  and  no  neckin'l" 

That  was  back  in  1977,  when  the  Marbro 
drive-in  of  Murfreesboro,  Tennessee  was  still 
scraping  by.  The  theatre  limped  through  the  cold 
season  from  November  to  April  with  specials, 
discounts,  contests,  anything  to  lure  customers  away 
from  the  drive-in's  biggest  competitor:  prime-time 
television.  Finally,  the  spring  of  1980  found  only  a 
blank  screen  and  an  empty  parking  lot  at  the  Marbro. 
The  people  had  just  stopped  coming. 

What  had  happened? 

The  death  of  the  Marbro  Theatre  is  reflected 
in  the  fate  of  drive-in  theatres  across  the  United 
States.  Once  a  vital  element  of  the  movie  industry  in 
the  1950s  and  60s,  total  box-office  profit  for  drive-ins 
plummeted  by  50%  from  1958  to  1982. 

Motion  picture  professionals  blame  this  slow 
extinction  of  the  American  outdoor  movie  theatre  on 
the  rising  cost  of  real  estate,  the  whims  of  major 
motion  picture  companies,  and  the  success  of  cable 
TV.  The  several  acre  drive-ins  utilized  two  nights  a 
week  now  look  quite  profitable  to  investors,  but  they 
are  looking  at  the  land's  potential  for  a  twenty-four 
hour  supermarket  or  an  expansive  auto  dealership. 
Major  motion  picture  companies  won't  release  their 
blockbusters  to  these  dwindling  theatres,  because 
drive-ins  can  no  longer  ensure  a  large  profit 


And,  sadly  enough,  the  American  public  now 
has  an  intravenous  hook-up  to  the  sludge  of  cable 
television;  our  nation's  couch  potatoes  have  become 
too  firmly  planted  in  their  Lazy-boys  to  return  to  the 
grass  roots  of  movie  Americana.  Why  pile  into  the 
family  car  to  go  out  and  have  fun  on  a  Saturday 
night  when  you  can  stay  home  and  flip  channels  for 
free? 

In  1958,  the  number  of  outdoor  theatres 
across  the  nation  reached  an  all-time  peak  of  4,063. 
The  year  before,  Newsweek  boasted  that  "three  times 
as  many  people  attended  these  theatrical  parking  lots 
as  went  to  regular  movie  houses."  The  late  fifties 
was  witness  not  only  to  drive-ins  for  every 
metropolitan  area  of  America,  but  everywhere,  in 
almost  every  county.   In  1957,  Texas  alone  supported 
a  burgeoning  drive-in  industry  over  500  outdoor 
theatres. 

Highlights  from  the  hey-day  of  Saturday  night  at  the 
drive-in: 

—A  quick  knock  against  the  metal  trunk  of  a 
battered  T-Bird,  and  four  teenagers  scramble  out  of 
their  hiding  place  to  raise  hell  among  the  rows  of 
parked  movie-goers,  then  they  race  home  before 
curfew  at  midnight  (scene  from  the  movie  Grease). 

—A  pimple-faced  valet  sports  a  turban  and 
directs  traffic  past  palm  trees  and  a  waterfall  into  a 
spectacular  Arabic  motif  throughout  the  Oasis 
Drive-in  (Bensenville,  111.,  1963). 

—Amusement  parks  for  the  kids  too  restless 
to  sit  in  the  back  seat.   A  ferris  wheel,  train  rides, 
merry-go-rounds,  swings  and  slides  (the  All-Weather 
Drive-in,  Copiague,  N.Y.). 

Families  once  had  planned  their  weekends 
around  the  local  drive-in.  They  picnicked  in  the 
grass  as  the  sun  went  down,  set  up  lawn  chairs  on 
the  asphalt  and  spread  blankets  across  the  car  hood 
for  the  kids.   And  later,  after  Junior  bedded  down  in 
the  back  seat  and  Big  Sis  was  off  to  practice  make-up 
with  her  friends  in  the  crowded  restroom,  Mom  and 
Dad  would  snuggle  together  in  front  of  a  fifty-foot 
image  of  John  Wayne. 

The  1950s  and  60s  not  only  had  been  an  era 
when  families  sat  down  together  to  watch  the 
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Nelsons  and  Beaver  Cleaver's  family;  the  American 
public  strove  to  emulate  the  togetherness  of  such 
nuclear  households.   The  success  of  the  American 
outdoor  movie  theatre  truly  started  its  downfall  when 
the  typical  U.S.family  stopped  sharing  weekend 
entertainment  and  began  retreating  into  what  has 
become  the  "me"  generation  of  1980s. 

Now,  Junior  insists  on  a  night  of 
mind-numbing  Nintendo.  Big  Sis  started  wearing 
make-up  at  eleven  and  didn't  make  it  to  first  base  in 
the  back  seat  of  a  drive-in;  she  has  already  hit  several 
home  runs  in  her  boyfriend's  bedroom  with  Two 
Live  Crew  cranked  up  to  volume  ten.  The  alien  glow 
of  a  computer  screen  bounces  off  Daddy's  face  as  he 
types  alone  in  the  living  room;  Daddy  gets  so  much 
more  work  done  now  that  he  can  take  his  job  home 
with  him.   And  Mommy—she's  had  one  hell  of  a  day 


at  the  office  so  she'll  pop  down  to  the  gym  for  a 
workout  and  later  collapse  in  front  of  a  video-taped 
Oprah  Winfrey  at  ten-thirty  that  night 

Welcome  to  the  nuclear  family  of  1990. 

This  is  not  to  suggest  that  outdoor  motion 
picture  theatres  were  a  panacea  for  the  problems  of 
the  American  public   The  1950s  and  60s  were 
witness  to  such  realities  as  the  Korean  and  Vietnam 
wars,  McCarthy's  Red  Scare,  and  the  assassination  of 
a  president.   What  can  be  suggested  is  that  the 
people  who  shared  the  weekend  experience  of 
drive-ins  could  work  through  the  week  with  smiles 
on  their  faces.  Because,  waiting  on  the  edge  of  town 
was  a  touch  of  fantasy,  a  spark  of  Hollywood  magic 
that  smoothed  their  frowns  and  warmed  their  hearts: 
a  night  at  the  drive-in.  •"% 


Mick  Jagger,  Allen  Peterson 
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Genesis  1:9-10,  Carlton  Chamblin 
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The  Middle  Chicken 


To  get  away  from  the  fight 
I  jump  in  my  car  and  drive 
nowhere  in  particular,  just 
away.   Away  from  them,  away 
from  the  yelling  and  screaming, 
with  divorce,  that  dreaded 
word,  left  hanging  in  the  air 
as  it  has  been  for  years. 
Whose  side  am  I  on?  my  friends 
want  to  know.   Why  do  I  have  to 
be  on  a  side?  I  ask.   My  friends 
all  have  their  own  story,  but 
this  is  mine. 

I  pull  onto  the 
expressway,  behind  a  big  eighteen- 
wheeler,  a  Meadow  Farms  truck 
hauling  hundreds  of  chickens  to  be 
slaughtered.  Stuffed  on  top  of  each 
other  in  tiny  crates  with  barely  room 
to  breathe,  the  chickens  look 
miserable,  aware  of  their  fate. 
When  I  was  younger,  I'd  watch 
chicken  trucks  carrying  chickens 
to  the  plant  behind  our  house, 
and  I'd  laugh  and  say 
I'd  hate  to  be  the  middle  chicken. 

Amorak  Huey 
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Endlich 


trying  to  think  about  Mary 

today 
i  remembered  you 
dressed  like  a  Catholic  schoolgirl 

when  we  were  fourteen: 
your  black  hair  trailing  down  your  back, 

your  body  small  and  childlike 
and  pure  as  morning,  my  Claudine— 
your  shoe-laces  untied, 

the  white  lace  ribbon  in  your  hair, 
strange  to  think  of  all  the  changes 
and  the  lady  writer  you've  become. 

i'm  still  wandering  Montigny, 
the  gardens,  the  deserted  schoolroom, 
still  searching  for  that  battered 
leather  bookbag 
with  my  first  poems  inside  it, 
that  silver  charm  on  a  turquoise  string 

that  began  it  all, 
that  blue-pink  polished  shell, 
it's  lonely  with  you  gone 

but  the  water  still  speaks  to  me 
and  the  sunnycold  sky 

Kim  Witcher 
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Arc  de  Triomphe,  Gary  Ingram 
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Chance  Opportunity 


Love  and  I  do  not  frequent 

the  same  places. 

We  never  kneel  beside  one  another 

during  morning  prayer; 

our  hands  do  not  reach 

for  the  same  sweet 

garden  rose; 

we  have  not  read 

the  same  philosopher 

in  the  pipe  smoke  study. 

Love  and  I  never  sailed 

to  the  same  windy 

destination,  or  picnicked 

together  in  a  park. 

The  two  of  us  only  collided  once, 

bumped  into  each  other 

on  a  busy  street. 

Love  stopped  to  say,  "Excuse  me," 

but  I  had  already  hurried  on. 

Jennifer  R.  Small 
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Don't  Knock  It 

by  Mark  Orr 


Derrick  made  his  way  up  the  steps  to  his 
assigned  entrance,  clutching  the  green  vest  that 
identified  him  as  an  usher.   His  mom  had  gotten  him 
this  gig  so  he  could  make  a  few  bucks  during 
Christmas  vacation—why  else  would  he  be  caught 
dead  at  a  Motley  Crue  concert? 

"Buncha  potheads  wasted  outta  their  gourds," 
he  muttered  as  he  watched  a  bleached-blond  metal- 
head  slap  his  buddy's  gloved  hand  and  burst  into 
wild  laughter.  The  whole  arena  was  filled  with 
similar-looking  youths,  primed  for  an  evening  of 
crashing  cymbals,  screaming  guitars,  and  incoherent 
lyrics.  The  outfit  of  choice  consisted  of  torn  jeans, 
leather  jacket  and/or  boots,  and  a  tattered  concert  t- 
shirt  from  one  of  the  last  tours  that  blew  through 
town.   Derrick  eyed  the  crowd  with  contempt  as  he 
leaned  over  the  rail.   On  the  floor  below,  he  could 
see  a  couple  locked  in  an  embrace,  oblivious  to  the 
growing  crowd  of  people  around  them.  The  guy's 
hands  were  firmly  grasping  the  girl's  backside,  and 
she  began  thrusting  her  tongue  inside  his  ear. 
"Thaf  s  disgusting,"  Derrick  said  aloud  as  he  turned 
away. 

"Don't  knock  it  'til  ya  try  it."  Derrick  had  not 
noticed  her  standing  beside  him.  His  face  flushed 
red,  and  he  cleared  his  throat  as  he  tried  to  regain 
composure. 

"If  s  not  nice  to  sneak  up  on  someone  like 
that" 

"Yeah,  well  last  time  I  heard,  it  wasn't  polite 
to  stare,  but  that  didn't  seem  to  stop  you,  buddy," 
Joan  laughed  and  brushed  her  hair  out  of  her  face. 
"What  are  you  doing  here  anyway?   I  figured  you'd 
be  off  at  your  rich-boy  college.  Whafsa  matter- 
flunk  out?" 

"Very  funny.   Actually,  we're  out  for  the 
holidays,  and  I  needed  some  money.  Mom  pulled 
some  strings,  and  here  I  am,  your  friendly 
neighborhood  usher,"  he  said,  adding  a  little  bow 
and  flourish. 

'They  pay  you  to  come  to  concerts?   Man,  I 
know  hundreds  of  people  that  would  pay  to  be  here! 
In  fact  I  did." 

"I  always  knew  you  were  demented,  but  I 
didn't  know  you  were  this  bad,"  he  said  with  a  smile. 
Derrick  looked  her  over  carefully,  noticing  her  outfit 
for  the  first  time.   She  was  wearing  a  black-  and 
white-striped  tube  top,  leaving  her  midsection  bare, 
and  a  black  leather  miniskirt  that  barely  covered  her 


undergarments.  The  leather  jacket  she  wore  was 
open,  revealing  a  well-defined  cleavage.  Joan  was  no 
longer  the  cute,  sweet-looking  high  school 
sophomore  that  sat  behind  him  in  church,  giggling 
with  her  girlfriends.   She  was  older  now,  and  she 
looked  hot.  "So,  what  have  you  been  up  to?" 

"Not  much.   I  got  back  from  Auburn  the 
other  day,  and  I've  been  enjoying  the  time  off." 

"Thaf  s  right,  you're  a  freshman  now.   So  how 
is  college  life  treating  you?  Is  this  what  it  did  to 
you?  You  look  like  a  groupie  or  something,"  he  said, 
teasing  her  gently.  He  couldn't  believe  he  was 
actually  flirting  with  this  girl,  but  he  couldn't  help 
himself;  Joan  was  no  longer  just  a  girl. 

"Well,  look  at  you!   Don't  you  know  how  to 
dress  for  a  concert?  You  look  like  you're  dressed  for 
a  Sunday  night  church  service,"  she  said  with  a 
laugh.  "I  happen  to  like  the  way  I'm  dressed,  don't 
you?" 

Luckily,  Derrick  never  had  to  answer,   the 
lights  had  gone  out,  and  the  opening  act  was  taking 
the  stage.  He  couldn't  have  told  Joan  that  he  did  in 
fact  like  the  way  she  was  dressed.   He  had  an  image 
to  protect,  no  matter  how  stuffy  it  might  appear  to 
some.  Besides,  she  was  at  least  two  or  three  years 
younger  than  him.  Derrick  had  always  dated  girls 
his  own  age,  even  though  he  had  only  dated  a 
handful  since  he  began  going  out.   Most  of  high 
school  he  spent  with  Jenny  anyway.  They  were  only 
three  days  apart,  born  in  the  same  hospital,  and  grew 
up  only  five  miles  apart.   When  he  met  Jenny  in 
tenth  grade,  Joan  was  still  in  junior  high;  and  when 
Jenny  dumped  him,  Joan  was  about  to  begin  the 
eleventh  grade.   No,  Joan  was  still  only  a  child,  and 
Derrick  wouldn't  even  think  about  pursuing  her. 
"Who  is  this?"  he  shouted  over  the  din  of  the  initial 
guitar  solo  that  kicked  off  the  show. 

"Warrant.  They're  pretty  weak  though.   They 
have  a  few  good  ballads,  but  in  the  Kick-Ass 
Department,  they  come  up  lame.   I'm  really  only  here 
to  see  the  Crue.   Now  there's  a  good  heavy  metal 
band  for  ya." 

"Not  for  me.   I  don't  understand  how  anyone 
could  enjoy  all  that  noise.   It  must  not  take  any 
talent  whatsoever  to  do  that."  Derrick  caught  himself 
staring  at  Joan's  legs  and  quickly  turned  towards  the 
stage,  but  not  before  noticing  how  silky  those  legs 
looked.   Derrick  always  was  a  leg  man. 

"Are  you  kidding?   Some  of  the  most 
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accomplished  musicians  in  the  business  play  heavy 
metal  and  hard  rock.  Joe  Satriani,  Edward  and  Alex 
Van  Halen,  Billy  Sheehan,  Steve  Vai.  And  what 
about  Jimi  Hendrix  and  Jimmy  Page?  Those  guys 
were  playing  heavy  metal  before  it  had  a  name! 
They  may  not  play  your  elevator  style  of  music,  but 
surely  you  can  recognize  talent"  Joan  was  indignant 
in  her  defense  of  her  music  Derrick  liked  the  way 
her  voice  had  acquired  a  sharp  edge  while  she  talked 
about  something  she  obviously  cared  about  deeply. 
He  wondered  if  her  voice  would  change  like  that 
when  she  defended  him  to  her  friends. 

"Maybe  you're  right,  but  I  still  can't  think  of 
it  as  anything  but  noise." 

"Thaf  s  too  bad."  She  seemed  genuinely 
disappointed,  as  if  she  had  hoped  to  change  his 
mind.  He  hoped  she  hadn't  given  up  on  him  yet 
Looking  into  her  gorgeous  gray  eyes,  he  knew  he  was 
falling  for  her,  and  he  didn't  try  to  stop  himself 
anymore.  He  was  just  about  to  ask  her  what  she  was 
doing  after  the  concert,  when  a  girlfriend  of  hers 
walked  up  and  kissed  Joan  square  on  the  lips. 
Derrick  turned  away,  not  believing  what  he  had  just 
seen.  As  he  turned  back,  Joan  introduced  her  friend: 


"Derrick,  this  is  Candi.   She's  my  roommate  at 
Auburn." 

"Pleased  to  meet  you,"  he  mumbled,  feeling 
very  uncomfortable.  This  can't  be  happening,  he 
thought  as  he  watched  Candi  slip  her  arm  around 
Joan's  waist 

"C'mon,  Joan.  We  gotta  get  back  to  our  seats 
before  somebody  steals  'em." 

"Okay,  babe,"  she  replied  with  a  smile. 
"Well,  it  was  good  seeing  you  again,  Derrick." 

"You,  too.  Take  care  of  yourself."  He 
managed  to  squeeze  out  those  last  few  words,  even 
though  he  was  mentally  reeling. 

"Don't  worry,  I  will.   Bye." 

As  they  walked  down  the  steps  to  the 
concourse,  arms  around  each  other,  Derrick  thought 
he  saw  Joan  whispering  something  to  Candi.  It  was 
seconds  later  when  he  realized  that  she  was  thrusting 
her  tongue  into  her  lover's  ear.  "Don't  knock  it  'til 
ya  try  it,"  he  muttered  as  he  shook  his  head  and 
turned  his  attention  to  the  carnage  onstage.  ^\ 


Minnie 


We  were  both  nervous. 

She  talked  the  most, 

probably  because  she  had  the  most  to  say. 

The  meal  that  I  bought  her  was  practically  left  untouched. 

The  fries  were  golden  brown;  her  skin,  a  darker  shade. 

She  knocked  her  box  of  McDonald  Land  Cookies  around 

the  tray  with  her  wrinkled  fingers. 

Those  same  fingers  fed  thirteen  children 

and  nursed  many  nameless 

soldiers  from  the  second  World  War. 

Her  stories  were  told  with  a  kind  grin. 

It  was  noon  and  homeless  people  were  all  around  the  town- 

but  she  was  the  one  who  risked  talking  to  me. 

I  wonder  where  she  is  now, 

and  I  wonder  if  she  is  thinking  the  same. 

Mark  Berte 
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Frolic,  Barclay  McConnell 
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Still 


I  still  feel  the  day  the  dish 
slipped  from  my  hands  and  crashed 
to  the  floor,  breaking  and  breaking 
as  mother  talked  on  the  phone. 
And  I 

still  feel  her  glare  as  she  spun 
around  and  stared,  carefully  holding 
her  tone  so  as  not  to  alarm  the  other 
end  of  the  phone. 

I  still  feel  the  hope 
that  burned  that  she  would  never 
hang  up  that  phone,  knowing  that  as 
soon  as  she  did  I  would  always  feel 
the  smack,  smack,  smack  of  the  back 
of  her  hand  as  she  taught  me  again 
the  frailty  of  a  dish— how  easy  it 
does  break. 

And  I  still  feel  the  fear 
that  raced  through  my  heart  as  I 
listened  so  close  until  I  finally  heard 
--"Goodbye." 

Jay  Elmore 
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Crow  Shadows 


A  single  black  crow 

Lands  outside  my  door 

And  waddles  with  a  graceless  gait 

Pecking  the  dirt  floor  of  my  back  yard 

He  stops  momentarily  and  looks  up  at  me 

Watching  his  piercing  dark  eyes  dart  across  my  features 
Carelessly  but  quickly  his  head  returns  to  pecking. 
I  see  no  beauty  in  the  bird  until  he  flies 
Away  and  his  shadow  mirrors  all  his 
Movements  but  his  eyes'. 

Darrell  Stovall 
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Stephen  Hanson,  a  graphic  design  major  from 
Albertville,  has  plans  to  publish  his  own 
book  of  poetry  and  illustration. 
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communicatons  major  from  Mobile  who  likes 
to  dance  and  frolic  outdoors.  She  plans  to 
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a  gallery  upon  graduation. 
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literature,  especially  science  fiction. 
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photography  and  plans  to  attend  the 
University  of  San  Diego  School  of  Law  upon 
graduation. 

Guy  Middleton  is  a  biology/chemistry  student 
from  Mobile  who  plans  to  specialize  in 
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hopes  to  become  an  art  teacher  in  the  future. 

Alex  K  O'Briant  enjoys  writing,  painting,  and 
camping  and  is  from  Albertville,  Alabama. 
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and  hopes  to  teach  high  school  English  and 
economics  in  the  future. 
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